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Give me ten thouſand red-coats, and allo 
P R O LOGU E ell firk bis 8 and bis _ tos. 
IT reſt'd, and fil d at la with rage, Ibu the young ſcribblers mankind's ſenſe diſdain 
Tb 2. _—_ ch gat age: g For ignorance 1s Jure to make em vain 5 
What leads of fame do modern heroes bear, But, far from vanity, or dang'rous pride, 
For an ingloricus, long, and lazy war ! 1 4 Our cautious poet courts you ny bis fide ; 
Ii bo for ſome ſtirmiſp: or a ſafe retreat, For why ſhould you be ſcorn d, to whom are due 
Net to be dragg'd to battle) are call'd great, All the good days that ever authors knew ? 


ut, ob! what do ambitious ftateſmen gain, If ever gay, tis you that make em fine; 
Who into private cheſts all nations drain ꝙ e pit and boxes make the poet dine, 
What ſums of gold they hoard, is daily known And be ſcarce drinks but of the criticks wine. 


To all men's coſt, and ſometimes to their own. Old Writers ſhould not for  vain-glory ftr ive, 
Your lawyer too, 5 like an O ych, bawls, Bur, like old miftreſſes, think bow to thrive z 

« That drowns the market higglers in the flalls, Be fond of c try thing their keepers ſay, 
That ſeems begot, e and born in bratn, At leaft, till they can live without @ play 1 
Ter thrives 3 be and bis croud get what they pleaſe, ) Cile ene 0bo knows the trade, ond bas been bit; 
Swarming all term-time throug h the Strand like bees, She doats and fawns upon» ber wealthy cit, 
They buz at Weftminfler, and lye for fees. And ſwears ſbe loves bim, merely for bis wit. 


, eee 


But none ſo much as your fanatic knave: She ſwears, is an accompliſÞ'd beau-garcon : 


Wiſely the wwealtbieft livings th 
Wi 2 oy refuſe G3 Turns with all winds, and ſails with all defires ; 


e 
Who 24 art hair, large cars, and ſmall blue band, All bearts in city, town, ond court, ſhe fir ; 
True rogues | their own, not God's eleft, command. Young — lords, lean knights, and driv ling 
Let pigs, then, be prefunc; but broths allow'ld ; 3 
Poſe and Aae may be good be in refiftleſs flattery finds ber ends, f 
et-bolps, 10 reinforce @ brother's brood ; Gives thanks for fools, and makes ye all ber friends. 
Therefore each female ſaint be doth adviſe, Co ſbould wiſe poets ſooch an aukward age; 
With groans, and bums, and ban, and goggling eyes, For they are Pr Mit tes pen eve flage: 
Sores dim down, and make he ſpirit 7 To Hand on points were fooliſo and ill. bred, 
While, with bis zec!, trunſported from the ground, > for @ lady te be nice in bed: 
He niaunts and janBtifies the fifters round. Your wills alone muſt their per formance meaſure, 
On poets only no kind ftar c er ſmil'd; Ang you may turn em ev'ry way for pleaſure. 
Cut fait bas damn d em, ev'ry mother's child; 4 1 
4 Therefore be warns bis brothers of the fiage rr 
To write ns more for an ungrateful age. pa . 
Think bar perurious maſters you have ſerv'dy | .Þ 
Taſſe ran mad, «nd noble Spencer lar d. 4 
Turn, then, whoe'er thou art, that canſt write A 
Thy ink ts gall, and is lampoons excel: 3 
Fa 
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wear al! Honey, traduce the great, © 
: Crea impudent, — Tr againſt * fate; n 
5 Buefling with ſplecn, abroad thy paſguils ſend, | Tunorotivs, 
j Anel-cbuje ſome libel-ſpreader for thy friend. = — 5 
14 The wit and want of Timon point thy mind, Mac! . 
And for thy ſatire-ſubje& chuſe mankind, . n 


Arriess, Chief - prieſt. 


SAR | LyonTINE. 


4 ; AKANTHES. 
HRICE boppy they, that never wrote before \ PouLcurnia, 

I How pleas'd and bold they quit the ſafer ſhore ! | ATHENALL, - 
Like ſome new captain of the city bands, ; g | For 
That, with big looks, in Finſbury commands : 7 Attendants, Chorus, . 
Seveil 4 with buge ale, be cries, Beat, beat the drum; 4 Ti 

# th" French king ! Udi-bud, let bim come : | SCENE, ConsTanTIxorsr. © — 
8 * | | — 
4 | We 

| 1 ' To 
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Draco 


T H E OP 


SCENE, «a fately Temple, which repreſents the 
TC briſtian Religion, as in it's firſt Magnificence; 
being but lately eftabliſhed at Rome and Conitan- 
tinople. The Side-Scenes ſpe vu the burrid Tortures 
wwith which the Roman Tyronts perſecuted the 
Church: and the flat Scene, which is the Limit of 
the Proſpeft, diſcovers an Altar richly adorned ; be- 
fore it Conſtantine, ſuppoſed, kneels, with Com- 
manders about bim, gazing at a blotdy Croſs in the 
Air; which being encompaſſed wvith many Angels, 
offers itſelf to wiew, with theſe Words diſtinctiy 
written; In hoc figno vinces, Inſtruments are 
beard, and many Attendants : the Miniſters at Di- 
vine Service wall bufily 1 and down, till Atti- 
cus, the Chief of all the Prieſis, and Succeſſor e 
St. Chryſoſtom, in rich Robes, comes forward with 
the Pbiloſopber Leontine; the Wairers in Ranks 


bowing all the way before bim. 


A Chorus Beard at a diftance.” 
Pete prepare] the rites begin; 
Let none unhallow'd enter in; , 
he temple with new glory ſhines ; 
Acorn the altars, waſh the ſhrines, 
And purge the place from ſin. 
Attic. Oh, Leontine ! was ever morn like thit, 
Since the celeſtial incarnation dawn'd ? 
I think no day, ſince that, ſuch glory gave 
To chriſtian altars, as this morning brings. 
Leon, Great ſucceſſor of holy Chryſoſtom, 
What (hall I anſwer? How ſhall | approach you, 
Since my converſion, which your breath inſpir'd? 
Alttie, To ſee this day, the emperor of the eaſt 
Leaves all the pleaſures that the earth can yield, 
To undergo: the penance of a cloiſter; 
Methinks. oh, Leontine! 'tis ſomething more 
Than yet philoſophy could ever reach. 
Leon, True, Atticus; you have amaz'd my reaſon. 
Attic, Vet more, To our religion's laſting honour, 
Mariana and Flavilla, two young virgins, 
Imperial born, caft in the faireſt mould 
That e'gr the hands of beauty form'd for woman; 
To-day, with Theodoſius, leave the world. 
Leon, Methinks, at ſuch a glorious reſignation, 
Th* angelic orders ſhould at once deſcend, 
To give full grace to ſuch triumphant zeal. 
Attic. No, Leontine: I fear there is a fault : 
For, when | laſt confeſs'd the emperor, 
He only anſwer'd me with fighs and bluſhes. 
"Tis ſure, his ſoul is of the tend'reft make; 
Therefore 1'i} tax him ſtrictiy: but, my friend, 
Why ſhould I give his ch r to you, 
Who, when his father ſent him into b , 
Were by that mighty monarch then appointed 
To breed him. with his ſon, the Prince Varanes ? 
Leon, And what will raiſe your admiration, is, 
That two ſuch diff'rent tempers ſhould agree. 
You know that Theodoſius is compos'd | 
Of all the ſoftneſs that ſhould make a woman: 
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Thy glorious titles, and ill-fuired greatneſs, [right 
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Judgment, almoſt like fear, ſoreruns his actions; 
And he will poiſe an injury ſo long, 

As if he had rather pardon thaa revenge it. 

But the young Perſian prince, quite oppoſte, 

So fiery fierce, that thoſe who view him nearly, 
May ſee his haughty ſoul ſtill mountiag in his face · 
Yet did I ſtudy theſe io diff rent tempers, 

Till J at laſt had form'd a perfect union; 

A friendſhip that may challenge all the world, 
And, at the proof, be matchleſs. 

Attic. I long to read x 
This galiant prince, who, as you have inform'd me, 
Comes from his father's court to ſee our emperor, 

Leon. So he intended, till he came ta Athens, 
And at my homely board beheld my daughter; 
Where, as fate order d, the, who never law 


*f \ The glories of a court, 


Unſkill'd in chatms, but thoſe which nature gave her, 

Wgunded this ſcorntul prince. In ſhort, he forc'd me 

To wait him thither, with deep proteſtations, 

That moment that bereft him of the ſigut 

Of Achenais, gave him certain death, 

But ſee, my daughter, honour'd with his preſence! 
[ They retires 

Enter Varanes and Athenais, 

Var. Tis ftrange, oh, Athenais! wond'rous all! 
Wond'rous the ſhrines, and wonderful the altars. 
The martyrs, tho' but drawn in painted flames, 
Amaze me with the image of their ſuff rings: 
Saints canoniz'd, that dar'd with Roman tyrants; 
Hermits that liv'd in caves, and fed with angela. 
By Oroſmades, it is wondrous all!! $2 
That bloody croſs, in yonder azure ſky, 

Above the head of kneeling Conſtantine, 
Inſcrib'd about with golden characters, 

Thou ſhalt o'ercome in this: if it be true, 

I ſay again, by Heav'n, "tis wond'rous ſtrange, 

Athen. Oh, prince! if thus imagination ſtirs you, 
A fancy rais'd from figures in dead walls, 

How would the ſacred breath of Atticus 
Inſpire your breaft, purge all your droſs away, 
And drive this Athenais from your ſoul. 

Var. What ſays my fair? Drive Athenais from me! 
And what is ſhe, alas! that would ſupplant these? 
Were ſhe the miſtreſs of the world, as fair 
As winter ſtars, or ſummer ſetting-ſuns, 

And thou ſet by in nature's plaineſt dreis, 
With that chaſte, modeſt look, when firſt I ſaw thee 
The heireſs of a poor philoſopher; 

[ Recorders r to flouriſh, 
1 ſwear, by all T wiſh, of all 1 8 1 
Glory and thee, I would not loſe a thought, 8 
Nor caſt an eye that way, but ruſh to thee, 4 
To theſe lov'd arms, and loſe myſelf for ever. 

Athen. Forbear, my lord. 1 ) 

Yar. Oh, eruel Athenais! - 
Why doſt thou put me off, who pine to death; 
And _ = from thee, when 1 would approach” 

thee 


(Can there be'wught in this ?,Curſe then thy birth® 


T H E O p 
Since Athenais ſcorns thee: take agein : 
Your ill-tim'd honours; take em, take em, gods, 
And change me to ſome humble villager, 
If fo at laſt, for toils at ſcorching noon, 
In mowing meadows, or in reaping fields, 
At night the will but crown me with a ſmile, 
Or reach the bounty of her hand to bleſs me. 
Athen, When prinees ſpeak, their ſubjects ſhould 
Yet, with humility, I would demand, (be hfilent: 
Wherein appears my ſcorn, or my averſion? : 
Have 1 not for your ſake abandon'd home, 
Where | had vow'd to ſpend my caimer days? 
But you, perhaps, imagine it but little 
For à poor maid to follow you abroad, 
Eſpecially the daughter of old Leontine; 
* Yet l muſt tell you, prince 
Per. I cannot bear 

Thoſe frowns: I have offended, but forgive me; 
For who, oh, Athenais! that is toſs' d 
With ſuch tempeſtuous tides of love as I, 
Can ſteer a ſteady coutſe ? Retire, my fair. 
| { Recorders flouriſh. 

Hark ! the folemnities are now beginning, 
And Theodofius comes. Hide, hide thy charms; 
If to his clouded eyes ſuch day ſhould break, 
The royal youth, who coats to death for love, 
1 fear, would forfeit all his vows to heav'n, 

And fix upon the worli, thy world of beauty. { Ex. 
Enter Theodofius leading Marina and Flavilia, Call 
three dreſſed in white) followed by Pulcheria. 

Theo. Farewel, Pulcheria; and, I pray, uo more; 
For all thy kind complaints are loft upon me. 
Have I not ſworn the world and I mutt part? 
Fate has proclaim'd it: therefore weep no more; 
Wound me not with thy tears, and I will tell thee, 
Ver, ere | take my laſt fare wel for ever, 

The cauſe of all my ſuff rings: Oh, my lifter! 
A bleeding heart, the ings of pointed love, 
What conſtitution, ſoft as mine, can bear? 

Pulch. My lord, my emperor, my deareſt brother, 
Why, all this whije, did you conceal it from me ? 

bes. Becauſe I was aſham'd to on my weakneſs. 
Draw near, oh, Atticus! and mark me well; 
For never yet did my complaining ſpirit 
Unlade this weighty ſecret on him, 
Nor groan a ſyllable of her appreſſion. [large, 

Aitic. Concealment was &@ fault; but ſpeak at 
Make bare the wound, and I will pour in balm, | 

Theo. Tis folly all, and fondneſs——oh, re- 

membrance ! 
Why doſt thou open thus my wound again, 
And from my heart call down thoſe warmer drops ., 
That make me die with ſhame ? Hear, then, Pul- 
Some few preceding days before | left [ cheria ; 
The Perfian court, hunting one morning early, 
Loft myfelf and all the company, | 
Still wand"ring on, as fortune would direct me, 
I paſt a rivoler, and lighted in 
The ſweeteſt ſolitude I ever ſaw; 
When firaight, as if enchantment had been there, 
Two charming voices drew me, till I came 
Where divers arbours ovcriook'sd the river. 
gon the oſiet bank two women fat, 

ho, when their ſong was ended, talk'd to one, 
Who bathing ſtood far in the cryſtal ſtream : 
But, oh, what thought can paint that fair per- 
Or give u glimpſe of ſuch a naked glory! [fection, 
Not ſea born Vepus, in the courts beneath, 
When the . firſt kiſs'd her coral lips, 
All polich u, fair, and waſh'd with orient beauty, 
Could, in my dazzling fancy, match her brightveſs, 
Attic. Think where you are. _ 

The. Oh, Sir, you mult forgive me, 


. 
The chaſte enthufiaſtic form appears 
As when I (aw her; yet, I ſwear, Pulcherla, 
Had cold Diana been a looker on, | 
She muſt have prais'd the virtues of the virgin. 
For the was veiled from her naked boſom, 
Down to her knees, the nymph was wrapp'd in lawn; 
But, oh, for me, for me, that was too much 
Such all- perfection, that I took whole draughts 
Of killing love, and ever fince have languiſh d 
Wich ling'ring ſurfeits of her fatal beauty: 
Oh, Atticus! Forgive me! for my ſtory now is done. 
The nymph was dteſs'd, and with her two com- 

panions, 

Having deſcry'd me, ſhriek' d, and fled away, 
Leaving me motionleſs, till Leontine, 
To inſtructor of my youth, by change came in, 
And wak'd me from the wonder that entranc'd me. 

Attic. Behold, my lord, the man whom you have 
The hatbinger of P:ince Varanes' here, [nam'd, 

Enter Leontine. 

Theo. Oh, Leontine ! zen thouſand welcomesmeet 
Thou foſter father of my tender youth, [thee; 
Now, by the majeſty divine, that awes 
This ſacred place, I ſwear you muſt not kneel; 
And tell me, for | have a thouſand things 
To aſk thee, where, where is my godlike friend? 
Is he arriv'd, and ſhall | ſee his face, 

Cefore I'm cloiſter'd from the world for ever? 
"Lean. He comes, my lord, with all the expecting 

Of a young promis d lover. From his eyes {joys 

Big hopes look forth, and boiling fancy forms 

Nothing but Theodoſius ſtill before him; 

His thought, his ev'ry word is Theodoſius. 

Theo. Yet Leontine, yet anſwer me once more: 
With trembliags I demand thee. 

Say—haſt thou ſeen, oh! has that heav'nly form 
Appear'd to thee again?——Behold, he's dumb: 
Proceed, then, to the ſolemn laſt farewel; 
Never was man fo willing and prepar'd. 

Enter Varanes, Aranthes, and Attendants. 

Var, Where is my friend? Oh, whete is my be- 
My Theodoſius? Point him out, ye gods, [lov'd, 


"| That I may preſs him dead betwixt my arms; 


Devour him thus with over-haſty joys, © NN 
That languiſh at his breaſt, quite out of breath, 
And cannot utter more. | * 

Theo. Thou mightieſt pleaſure, 

And greateſt bleiling that kind Heav'n coule fend 
To glad my parting ſoul, a thouſand welcomes! 
Oh, when I look on thee, new ftarts of glory 
Spring in my breaſt, and with a backward bound 
run the race of luſty youth again. 

Var. By Heav'n it joys me too, when 1 remember 
Our thouſand paſtimes, when we borrow'd names, 
Alcides I, and thou my deareſt Theſeus; » 

When thro' the woods we chas'd the faaming boar, 
With hounds that open'd like Theſſalian bulls, 
Like tigers flu'd, and ſanded as the ſhore, 

With ears and cheſts that daſh'd the morning dew; 
Driv'n with a ſpurt, as ſhips are toſt in ſtorms, 
We ran like hinds, and matchleſs was our courſe ; 
Now ſweeping o'er the limit of a hill; 


| Now with a full career come thund'ring down 


The precipice, and ſweat along the vale. 
clouds 

Have call'd us home, ſay, did we reft, my brother ? 
When on the ſtage, to the admiring court, 
We ſtrove to repreſent Alcides' fury, | 
In all that raging heat, and pomp of madneſs, 
With which the ftately Seneca adorn'd him; 

lively drawn, and painted with ſuch horror, 
That we were forc'd to give it o'er, ſo loud 
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The virgins ſhriek'd, ſo faſt they dy'd away, 
Far. My Theodoſius till; "tis my lov'd rother! 
And by the gods, we'll ſee thoſe times again! 
Why, then, has rumour wrong'd thee, that reported 
Chriſtian enthuſiaſm had charm'd thee from us; 
That, drawn by prieſts, and work'd by melancholy, 
Thou hadſ laid the golden reins of empire down, 
And ſworn thyſelf à votary for ever. 
Theo. Tis almoſt true, and had not you arriv'd, 
The ſolemn buſineſs had by this been ended, 
This I have made the empreſs of the eaſt, 
My elder ſiſter; theſe with me retire, 
Devoted to the Pow'r whom we adore. 
Var. What pow'ris that, thatmeritsſuchoblations? 
T thought the ſun more great and glorious 
Than any that e'er mingled with the gods; 
Ver, e'en to him, my father never offer d 
More than a hecatomb of bulls aud horſes, 
Now, by thoſe golden beams that glad the world, 
1 ſwear, it is too much; for one of theſe, 


| But half ſo bright, our god would drive no more; 
| He'd leave the darken'd globe, and in ſome cave 


Enjoy ſuch charms for ever. 
Attic. My lord, forbear; 


8 Such language does not ſuit with our devotions, 


Nothing prophane muſt dare to murmur here, 
Nor ſtain the hailow'd beauties of the place, 
Yet thus far we muſt yield, the emperor 
Is not enough prepar'd to leave the world. 
Var. Thus low, moſt rev'rend of this facred place, 
I bow for pardon, and am half converted, 
By your permiffion, that my Theodofius 
Return to my embraces. -Ok, my brother! 
Why doſt thou droop? There will be time enough 
For pray'r and faſting, and religious vows; 
Let us enjoy, while yet thou art my own, 
All the magaificence of eaſtern courts, 
I bate to walk a lazy life away 
Let's run the tace which fate has ſet before us, 
And poſt to the dark goal. 
Attic. Silence and rev'rence are the temple's dues; 
Therefore, while we purſue the ſacred rites, 
Be theſe obſerv'd, or quit the awful place. 
Atticus fings. 
Attic. Canſt thou, Marina, leave the world; 
The world that is devotion's bane : 
Where crowns are toſt, and ſceptres hurl'd, 
Where luſt and proud ambition reign ? 
Chor, Say, votaries, can this be done ? 
While we the grace divine implore, 
The world has loft, the battle's won, 
And fin ſhall never charm ye more. 
Marina The gate to bliſs does open ſtand, 
Ange. And all my penance is in view; 
The world, upon the other hand, 
Cries out, Oh, do not bid adieu! 
If aught that's vain my thoughts poſſeſs, 
Or any paſſions govern here, 
But what divinity may bleſs, 
Oh, may I never enter there! 
Flavilla Haſte, then, ob! haſte, and take us in, 
ſingi, Fot ever lock religion's door; 
Secure us from the charms of*-ſin, 
And let us fee the world no more. 
Atticus Hark, hark ! behold the heavenly choir : 
ſingi. They cleave the air in bright atcire. 
And fee, his lute each angel brings, 
And, hark! divinely thus he fings : 
To the powers divine all glory be given, 
By men upon earth,” and angels in heaven. 
[Scene fſbuts, and all the priefts, with Marina and 
Flavilla, diſappear. 
Pulch, For ever gone ! for ever parted from me |; 


Princes are barr'd the liberty to roam; 


8 F UL 3 2 
— 

Oh, Theodoſius ! till this cruel moment, 1 | 
'I never knew how:tenderly I lov'd em; F 
But on this everlaſting ſeparation, 
Methioks my ſoul has left me, and my time 
Of diſſolution points me to the graves | 

Theo. Oh, my Varanes! does not now thy temper 
Bate ſomething of it's fire? Doſt thou not melt 
In mere compaſſion of my ſiſter's fate, 
And cool thyſelf with one relenting thought? 
Var. Ves, my dar'd ſoul rolls inward; melancholy, \, 
une I ne'er felt before, now comes upon me, 
And I begin to loath all human greatneſs, 
Oh, ſigh not, then, nor thy hard fate deplorez 
For tis reſolv'd we will be kings no more: 
We'll fly all courts, and love ſhall be our guide; 
Love that's more worth than all the world beide. 


The fetter'd mind ſtill languiſhes at home; 

In golden bands ſhe treads the thoughtful round $ 

Bus'neſs and cares eternally abound; 

And when for air the goddeſs would unbind,. 

She's clogg'd with ſcepttet, and to crowns confin'd. 
Exeunte 
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CT II. 


E SCENE, the Palace. 
Enter Pulcheria, Julia, and Attendants, | 
Pulch, HESE packets for the Emperor Honoe 
rius: * 
Be ſwift, let th' agent haſte to Rome... 


, 


I hear, my Julia, that our general ' 
Is from the Goths return'd with conqueſt home, 


Jul. He is. To-day I ſaw him in the preſence, 
Sharp to the courtiers, as he ever was, | 
Becauſe they went not with him to the wars: 
To you he bows, and ſues to kiſs your hand. 
Pulch. He ſhall, my deareſt Julia. Oft I've told 
The ſecret of my ſoul: if e'er I marry, [thee _ 
Marcian's my huſband; he's a man, my Julia, 
Whom I've ſtudied long, and found him perfect; 
Old Rome, at every glance, looks through his eyes, 
And kindles the beholders. Some ſharp atom 
Run through his frame, which I could wiſh were out; -/ 
He fickens at the ſoftneſs of the emp'ror, | 
And ſpeaks too freely of our female court; | 
Then fighs, comparing it with what Rome was. 
Enter Marcian and Lucius. | 
Pulch. Ha! who are theſe that dare prophane this 
With more than barb'rous inſolence ? [ place 
Mar. At your feet, 
Behold, 1 caſt the ſcourge of theſe offenders, 
And kneel to kiſs your hand. | 
Pulcb. Put up your ſword; 
And, ere I bid you welcome from the wars, 
Be ſure you clear your honour of this rudenaſd, 
Or, Marcian, leave the court. 
Marc. Thus, then, Madam: - 
The emperor receiv'd me with affection, 
Embrac'd me for my conqueſts, and retir d; 
When on a ſudden, all the gilded flies n 
That bu about the court, came flutt'ring round me 
This, with affected cringes, and minc'd words, 
Begs me to tell my tale of victories; 
Which done, he thanks me, ſlips behind his fellow, 
Whiſpers him in the ear, then fmiles and tiftens, 
While I relate my tory once again: 
A third comes in, and aſks me the ſame favour; 
Whereon they laugh, while I, fill ignorant, 
Go on; but one behind, morg impudent, 8 
_— on my ſhovider, then they laugh's outrightz 


To your new thing, I know not what you call it, 


T'H E O D 


But then, J, gueſſing the abuſe too late, 
Return'd my knight behind a box o'th' ear, 
Then drew, and briefly told them they were raſcals: 
They, laughing fill, cry'd out, The general's muſty; 
Whereon I drove em, Madam, as you ſaw. 
This is, in ſhort, the truth; I leave the judgment 
To your own juſtice: if I have done ill, - 
Sentence me, and I'll leave the court for ever. 
Pulch. Firſt, you are welcome, Marcian, from 
the wars; 
And ftill, whene'er occafion calls for arms, 
Heav*n ſend the emperor a general 
Renown'd as Marcian! As to what is paſt, 
I think the world will rather praiſe than cenſure 
Pulcheria, when ſhe pardons you the action. 
Marc. Gods, gods, and thou great founder of old 
What is become of all that mighty ſpirit, [Rome! 
That rais'd our empire to a pitch ſo high? 
Pulch. Speak calmly, Marcian 
Marc. Who can be temperate, 
That thinks as I do, Madam? Why, here's a fellow; 
1 have ſeen him fight againſt a troop of Vandals 
In your defence, as if he lov'd to bleed; 
Yet e'en this man, ; 
That fought ſo bravely in his country's cauſe, 
This excellent man, this morning, in the prefence, 
Did I ſee wrong'd before the emperor, 
Scorn'd and deſpis'd, becauſe he could not cringe, 
Nor plant his feet as ſome of them could do. 
If things are ſuffer d to be thus, down all 
Authority, pre-eminence, degree, and virtue; 
Let Rome be never mention'd ; no, i' th' name 
Of all the gods, be ſhe forgotten ever 
Effeminate Perſians, and the Lydian ſoftneſs 
Male all your fights : Marcian ſhall out no more; 
For, by my arms, it makes a woman.of me, 
And my ſwoln eyes run o'er, to think this worth, 
This fuller honour than the whole court holds, 
Should be ridiculous to knaves and fools. 
' Pulch. Why did not you inform the emperor ? 
Marc. Becauſe he will not hear me. Alas, good 
man, : : 
He flies from this bad world; and ſtill when wars 
And dangers come, he runs to his devotions, 


Which Conftantine began. 
Pulch. How, Marcian ! are not you 

Of that religion which the emp'ror owns ? 
Marc. No, Madam; if you'll ſee my honeſt 

I am not of their principle that take {thought, 

A wrong; ſo far from bearing with a foe, / 

J would ftrike firſt, like old Rome. 

Methinks my heated ſpirit 

Could utter things worth loſing of my head. 
Pulch. Speak freely, Marcian, for 1 know thee 

honeſt, 

Mart, Oh, Madam ! long, logg may the emp'ror 

But I muſt ſay, his gentle diſpoſition [live! 

Suits not, alas ! the oriental ſway. 
Pulch, 1 oft have blam'd my brother moſt for this, 

That to my hand he leaves the ſtate affairsz 

And how that ſounds, you knowe=—— 
Marc. Forgive me, Madam; 

I think that all the greatneſs of your ſex, 

Rome's Clelia, and the fam'd Semiramis, 

Meet in Pulcheria ; yet, I ſay, forgive me, 

If with reluctance I behold a woman 

Sit at the'empire's helm, and ſteer the world, 
Pulch. I ſtand rebuk'd 
Marc. But, oh! I ſpeak 

The leaſt of all thoſe infinite grievances, 

Which make the ſubjeRts murmur: in the army, 


0 Ss rs 


And puniſh'd every mutineer with death 


Yet, oh ! it ſtabb'd me through and through the ſoul 
To paſs the wretches doom, becauſe I knew 
With juſtice they complain'd ; for hard they fought, 
And with their blood earn'd that forbidden bread, 
Which ſome at court, and great ones, tho' unnam d, 
Caſt to their hounds, while the poor ſoldiers ſtarv'd. 
Pulcb. Vour pity, too, in movurnful fellowſhip, 
No doubt might ſooth their murmurs. | 
Marc. Yes, it did. 
That I might put them once again in, heart, 
I ſaid, *twas true, the emp ror was to blame, 
Who dealt too coldly with his faithful ſervants, 
And paid their great arrears by ſecond-hands: 
| promis'd too, when we return'd to court, 
Things ſhould be mended —_ 
But how, oh, gods, forgive my blood this tranſport, 
To the eternal ſhame of ſemale counſels, 
And to the blaſt of Theodoſius name, 
Whom never warbke chronicle ſhall mention, 
We were receiv'd like undone prodigals, 
By curs'd ungrateful ſtewards, with cold looks, 
Who yet got all by thoſe poor wretches ruin. 
Madam, I've ſaid, perhaps, too much: if fo, 
It matters not; for he who lies, like me, 
On the hard ground, is ſure to fall no farther. 
Pulch. I've given you patient hearing, honeſt Mar- 
And, as far as I can ſee into your temper, Leian, 
I thiak this ſeeming plain and honeſt Marclan 
An. exquiſite and moſt notorious traitor, 
Marc. Ha! traitor! 
Pulch. Yes, a moſt notorious traitor, —— 
But to the bus'neſs; 
Was't not enough, oh, Heav'n, thou know'ſt, tos 
At firſt to own yourſelf an infidel, f much! 
A bold contemner, e'en to blaſphemy, 
Of that religion which we all profeſs, 
For which your heart's beſt blood can ne'er ſuffice; 
But you muſt dare, with a ſeditious army, 
Thus to conſpire againſt the emperor ? 
{ mention not your impudence to me, 
Taxing the folly of my government 
E'en to my face ; fuch an irreverence, 
As ſure nv barb'rous Vandal would have urg'd; 
Befides your libelling all the court, as if 
You had engroſs'd the whole world's honeſty, 
And flatt'rers, fools, and ſycophants, and knaves, 
Such was your language, did inhabit there. 
Marc. You wreſt my honeſt meaning, by the gods 
You do. 
Pulch. I thought the meaning of all rational men 
Should ſtill be gather'd out of their diſcourſe; 
Now are you ſo imprudent, without thinking, 
To vent ſuch words, tho' now you fain would hide it. 
You find the guilt, and baulk the accuſation. 
But think not you ſhall ſeape ſo eaſily: 
Once more Ido confront you as a traitor; 
And, as I am entruſted with full pow'r, 
Diveſt you, in the name of Theodoſſus, 
Of all your offices, commiſſions, honours; 
Command you leave the court within three days, 
Loyal, plain-dealing, honeſt Marcian! 
Marc. Gods! gods! C—court, 
Pulch, If after three days ſpace thou'rt found in 
Thou dy'ſt ; thy head, thy head ſhall pay the forfeit, 
Then haſte to th' army, 
Grow popular, and lead the multitude ;. 
Preach up thy wrongs, and drive the giddy beaſt 
To kick at CæſarNay, if thou weep'ſt, I'm gone. 
Yet *tis but juſt that I the heart ſhould ſee 
Of him wko once myſt lord it over me. 


\ 


Aſides 


Tho" 1 proceeded Rill like Hannibal, 


[ Exeant Pulch, Juba» 


lis. 
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Luc. Why do you droop, Sir — Come, no more 
You are, and ſhall be fill our general. [o' this: 
Say but the word, I'll fill the Hippodrome 
With ſquadrons that ſhall make theemp'ror tremble; 
Well tre the court about his ears. 

Methinks, like Junius Brutus, I have watch'd 

An opportunity, and now it comes: 

Few words and I are friends; but, noble Marcian, 
If yet thou art not more than general, 

Ere dead of night, ſay Lucius is a coward. 

Marc. I charge thee, in the name of all the gods, 
Come back: I charge thee, by the name of friend. 
All's well, and I rejoice | am no general. 

But, huſh! within three days we muſt be gone; 
And then, my friend, farewel to ceremony; 
We'll fly to ſome far diſtant, lonely village, 
Forget our former ſtate, and breed with ſlaves ; 
And when gight comes, 

With bodies coarſely fiil'd, and vacant ſouls, + 
Sleep like the labour'd binds, and never think; 
For if 1 think again, I ſhall go mad. 

Enter Leontine ad Athenais. 
Therefore no thought. But ſee, we're interrupted. 
Oh, court! oh, emperor Vet let death threaten ; 
In ad a time; till then, be ſtill, my foul———— 

„ [ Exeunt, 

Leen, So, Athengis, now our compliment 
To the young Perſian prince is at an end; 

What then remains, but that we take our leave, 
And bid him eve:laſtingly fare wel. 

Athen. My lord! 

Leon. I ſay that decency requires | 
We ſhould be gone; nor can you ſtay with honour. 

Athen, Moſt true, my lord. 

Leon, The court is now at peace, 

The emp'ror's ſiſters gre retir'd for ever, 
— he himſelf compos's : what hinders, then, 
ut that we bid adieu to Prince Yaranes? 

Athen, Ah, Sir! why will you break my heart? 

Leon. I would got. 

Thou art che only comfort of my age: 
Like an old wee, I ſtand amongſt the ſtorms ; - 
Thou art the only limb that 1 have left me; 

4 [ She bneels. 
My dear green branch! And how I prize thee, child, 
Heav'n only knows, Why doſt thou kneel and weep?! 

Atben, Becauſe you are ſo good, and will, 1 hope, 
Forgive my fault, who firſt occafian'd it, 

Lyon. I charg'd thee to receive aud hear the prince. 
Atben. You did, and, oh! my lord, I heard too 
Too much, I fear, for my eternal quiet! { much; 

Leon, Riſe, Athenais; credit him who bears 
More years than thou; Varanes has deceiv'd thee. 

Athen. How do we differ then? You judge the 

prince 4 
10 and baſe; while I take Heav'n to witneſs, 
I think him the moſt virtuous of men: 
Therefore, take heed, my lord, how you accuſe him 
Before you make the trial, Alas, Varanes! 

If thou art falſe, there's no ſuch thing on earth 

As ſolid goodneſs, or ſubſtantial honour. 

A thouſand times, my lord, he has ſworn to give me 

* I believe his oaths) his crown and empire, 
hat day I make him maſter of my heart. 

Leon, That day he'll make thee miſtreſs of his 


power, 

Which carries a foul name among the vulgar, 
No, Athenais, let me ſee thee dead, 

Borne a pale corſe, and gentiy laid in earth; | 
do I may ſay, ſhe's chaſte, and dy'd a virgin, 
Rather than view thee with theſe wounded eyes, 
Spated upon the throne of Iſdigerdes, 


Vet, oh, my noble father! to convince you, 


And, when occaſion calls, come to thy aid. 


| 


Thy father's curſe, that is, the prince's whore. 
Athen. Oh, horrid ſuppoſition ! how I deteſt it! 

Be witneſs, Heav'n, that ſees my ſecret thoughts 

No, cruel Leontine, not to redeem 

That aged head from the deſcending ax, 

Not tho' I ſaw thy trembling body rack d, 

Thy wrinkles all about thee fill d with blood, 

Would I for empire, to the man I love, : 

Be made the object of unlawful pleaſure. | 
Leon. Oh, greatly (aid! And by the blood whick 

warms me, 

Which runs as rich as any Athens holds, 

It Would improve the virtue of the world, 

If ev'ry day a thouſand votaries, 

And thouſand virgins, came from far to hear thee! 
Athen. Look down, ye pow'rs, take notice, we 

The rigid principles ye have infus'd ; [obey 


Since you will have jt ſo, propoſe a marriage; | 
Tho' with the thought I'm cover'd o'er with bluſhes; 
Not that I doubt the prince; that were to doubt 
The beav'ns themſelves. I know he is all truth; 
But modeſty 
The virgin's troubleſome and conſtant gueſt, 
That, that alone forbidg——— 

Leon. | wiſh to heav'n 
There prove no greater bar to my relief. 
Behold the prince. I will retire awhile, 


[Exit Leon. 
Enter Varanes and Aranthes, 

Far. To fix her on the throne, to me ſeems little. 
Were I a god, yet would | raiſe her higher; 
This is the nature of thy prince. But, oh! 
As to the world, thy judgment ſoars above me, 
And I am dar'd, with this gigantic honour; 
Glory forbils her proſpect to a crown, 
Nor muſt the gaze that way: my haughty ſoul, 
That day when the aſcends the throne of Cyrus, 
Will leave my body pale, and to the ſtars 
Retire in bluſhes, and quite loſt for ever. 

Aran. What do you purpoſe then ? 

Var. I know not what. 
But ſee, the comes, the glory of my arms, 
The only bus'neſs of my inſtant thought, 8 
My ſoul's beſt joy, and all my true repoſe. — 
[ ſwear 1 cannot bear theſe ſtrange deſires, : 
Theſe ſtrong impulſes, which will ſhortly leave me 
Dead at thy feet. p 

Atben. What have you found, my lord, 
In me ſo harſh or cruel, that you fear 
To ſpeak your griefs? _ 

Var. Firſt, let me kneel and ſwear, 
And on thy hand ſeal my religious vow; 
Straight let the breath of gods blow me from 
Swept from the book of fame, forgotten ever, 
If 1 prefer thee not, ob, Athenais! : 
To all the Perſian greatneſs. 

Athen. I believe you; 
For I have heard you ſwear as much before. 

Var. Haſt thou? oh, why then did I ſwear again? 
But that my love knew nothing worthier of thee, 
And could no better way expreſs my paſſion. 

Athen. Oh, riſe, my lor — 

Var. I will do every thing 
Which Athenaig bids 1 if there be more 
In nature to convince thee of my love, 


* 


\ Whiſper it, oh, ſome god! into my ear, 


And on her breaſt, thus to her liſt' ning ſoul, * a 
I'll breathe the inſpiration, Wilt thou not ſpeak? 
What, but one figh, no more! can that ſuffice 
For all my vaſt expence of prodigal love? 


The blait of common tongues, che nobles ſcorn, 


dibes. My lord, 1 dart not hear ou. 
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Var. Why doſt thou frown at what thou doſt not 
know ? 
*Tis an imagination which ne'er pierc'd thee ; 
Yet as tis raviſhiag, tis full of honour. 
Athen, 1 muſt not doubt you, Sir: but, Oh! 1 
tremble 
To think, if Iſdigerdes ſhould behold you, 
Should hear you thus proteſting to a maid 
Of no degree but virtue in the world 
Par. No more of this, no more; for I diſdain 
All pomp when thou art by. Far be the nœſe 
Of kings and courts from us, whoſe gentle ſouls 
Our kinder ſtars have ſteer'd another way. 
Free as the foreſt- birds we'll pair together, 
Without'rememb'ring who our fathers were; 
Fly to the arbours, grots, and flow'ry meads, 
And in ſoft murmurs interchange our ſouls ; 
Together drink the chryſtal of the ſtream, 
Or taſte the yellow fruit which autumn yields; 
And when the golden ev ning ealls us home, 
Wing to our downy neſt, and Neep till morn. 1 
Athen, Ah, prince, no more! forbear, forbear 
to charm me, | 2 
Since Iam doom'd to leave you, Sir, for ever. 
Var. Hold, Athena 
Alben. I know your royal temper, 
And that high honour reigns within your breaft, 
Which would diſdain to waſte ſo many hours 
With one of humble blood-compar'd to you, 
Unleſs firong paſſion ſway'd your thoughts to love 


her. 


7 


- 


Therefore receive, oh, prince! and take it kindly, 4 


For none on earth but you could win it from me: 
Receive the gift of my eternal love, 
*Tis all I can beftow, nor is it little; 
For ſure a heart fo coldly chaſte as mine, 
No charms but yours, my lord, could e'er have 
- -warm'd. g 
Fur. Well have you made amends, by this laſt 
Dee the cold dart you ſhot at me before. (comfort, 
For this laſt goodneſs, oh, my Athenais! 
ru now, methinks, I ought'to call you mine) 
empty all my ſoul in thanks before you. 
Yet, oh, one fear remains! like death it chills me; 
Why my relenting love did talk of parting ! 
Athen. Look there, and ceaſe your wonder: 1 
have fworn 
Tobey my father, and he calls me hence 
Enter Leontine. 1 
Far. Ha, Leontine ? by which of all my actions 
Have I fo deeply injur'd thee, to merit , 
The ſmarteſt wound revenge could form to end me ? 
Leon. Anſwer me now, oh, Prince l for virtue 
prompts me, | 
And honeſty will dally now no longer, 
What can the end of all this paſſion be? 
Glory requires the ſtrict account, and aſks 
What you intend at laſt to Athenais ; 
Far. How, Leontine! 


G 


Leon. You ſaw her, Sir, at Athens, ſaid you 


loy'd her. 
I charg'd her humbly to receive the honour, 
And hear your paſſion. Has the not, Sir, obey'd me? 

Far. She has; I thank the gods: but whither 

would'f thou? 

Lean. Having refoly'd to vifit Theodofios, 
You ſwore you would not not go without wy daugh. 
Whereop I gave command that ſhe ſhould follow, 

_ Var, Yes, Leontine, my ôfd remembrancer, 
| Moft learn'd of all philoſophers, you did. 
* 2 8 the Ras attended ; you have 
0 een 2 z 


Fond tears away! 1 know, I know he 


4 


There is a kind of mournful eloquenee 


Lter; 
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Therefore, dread Sir, forgive this bolder charge 
Which honour ſounds; and now let me demand 
Var, Now help, Aranthes, or I'm daſh'd for ever, 
Aran. Whatever happens, Sir, diſdain the mar- 


riage. 
| Leon. Can your. high thoughts ſo far forget 
themſelves, 

T' admit this humble virgin for your bride ? 
Var. Ha! g { queſtion ! 
Athen. He bluſhes, gods, and ftammers at the 
Lean. Why do you walk, and chafe yourſelf, my 

The buſineſs is not much, Lord? 
Par. How, Leontine ! 

Not much! I know that ſhe deſerves a crown 


| 


Vet 'tis to reaſon much, tho' not to love. 


And ſure the world would bluſh to fee the daughter 
Of a philoſopher upon the throne of Cyrus. 
Athew. Undone for ever! 
Lem. Is this your anſwer, Sir? 
Var. Why doſt thou urge me thus, and puſh me ty 
| The very brink of glory? Where, alas! 
I look, and tremble at the vaſt deſcent ; 
Vet, even there, to the vaſt bottom, down 
My rafh adventurer; love, would have me leap, 
And graſp my Athenais with my ruin, 
Leon, Tis well, my lord—— 
Var. Why doſt thou then oke me ? 
I thought that Perſia's court had ſtore of honour 
To ſatisfy the height of thy ambition. 
Beſides, old man, my love is too well grown, 
ant a tutor for his good behaviour : 
| What he will do, he of himſelf will do, 
And not be taught by you——— 
Leon. I know he will not; 


* 


« 


will not; 
But he would buy, with his old man's preferment, 
My daughter's ſhame. 

Fur. Away, I ſay! my ſoul diſdains the motion, 


| Leon. The motion of a marriage; yes, I fee it; 


'Your angry looks, and haughty words, betray it; 
I found it at the firſt, I thank you, Sir; 
You have at laſt rewarded your old tutor 

'For all his carts, his watchings, ſervices. 

Vet, let me tell you, Sir, this humble maid, 
This daughter of a poor philoſopher, 

Shall, if the pleaſe, be ſeated on a throne 

As high as that of the immorta} Cyrus. 

Par. I think that age, and deep philoſophy, 
Have crack'd thy brain: Farewel, old Leontine ; 


"Retire to reſt; and when this brawling hunfour 

s rock'd aſleep, Pl! meet my Athenais, 

And clear the accounts of love, which haſt 
blotted. Exit. 


Leon. Old Leontine | perhaps I'm mad indeed, 


But hotd, my heart, and let that ſolid virtue, 
Which 1 ſo long ador'd, flill keep the reins. 


Oh, Athenais! But I will not chide thee ; 

Fate is in all our actions; and, methinks, 

Art leaft a father judges ſo, it has 

Rebuk'd thee'ſmartly-for thy eaſineſs : 

row. 

In thy dumb grief, which ſhames all elamꝰrous ſoi · 
Atben. Is there, oh! ſpeak, a poſſibility 

To be forgiv"n'? | 

Leon. Thy father does forgive thee, 

And honour will; but on this hard condition, 
Never to ſee him moreaoꝛyw 
Athben. See him! Oh, Heavens ! Ser 

Leon, Unlefs it be, my daughter, to upbraid him : 
Not though he ſhould repent, and ſtraight return, 
Nay, proffer thee his crown—— No more of that, 


- 


1 d qunded her vinges, and der imperfeRions 1 
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Revenge thyſelf, revenge thy injur'd father; 

For 'tis revenge ſo wiſe, ſo glorious too, 

As all the world ſhall praiſe—— 


Athen, Oh, give me lzave ; 
For yet | am all renfogd: the woman, 
The weak, the mild, the fond, the coward woman, 


Dares not look forth; but runs about my breaft, 
And viſits all the warmer manſions there, 


© Where ſhe ſo oft has harbour'd falſe Varanes ! 


Cruel Varanes ! falſe, forſworn Varanes ! 

Leon. Is this forgetting him ? Is this the courſe 
Which honour bids thee take ? 

Atben. Ah, Sir, allow 
A little time for love to make his way: 
Hardly he won the place, and many ſighs, f 
And many tears, and thouſand oaths it coſt him. 
And, oh ! I find he will not be diſſodg' d 
Without a groan at parting hence for ever. 
No, no! he vows he will not yet be rais'd 
Without whole floods of grief at his fatewel, 
Which thus I ſacrifice : and, oh ! I ſwear, 
Had he prov'd true, I would as eafily 


Have empty'd all my blood, and dy'd to ſerve bio, Aran. Moſt ſure, my lord, they are retit'd to 


As now I ſhed theſe drops, or vent theſe ſighs, 

To thew how well, how perfectiy I lov'd him. 
Leon. No woman, ſure, but thou, ſo low in fortune, 

Therefore the nobler is thy fair example, 
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Therefore I charge thee, haſte to her apartment; 

Say, 1 will marry her now on the inſtant : 

Say all that I would ſay ; yet in the end 

My love ſhall make it more than gods can utter. 

Aran. My lord, both Leontine and ſhe are gone 

From their apartment 

Var. Ha! gone, ſay'ſt thou! whither? 

Aran. That was my whole employment all this day, 

But, Sir, 1 grieve to ſpeak it; they have left 

No track behind for care to find em out: 

Nor is it poſſible 
Var. Id is, it ſhall ; 

I'll ſtruggle with impoſſibilities 

To find my Achenais : not the walls 

Of Athens, nor of Thebes, ſhail hide her from me, 

Il bring the force of all my father's arms, 

And lay 'em waſte, but I'll redeem my love. 

Oh, Leontine! moroſe old Leontine! 

Thou mere philoſopher ! Oh, cruel ſage! 

Who, for one haſty word, one chol'ric doubt, 

Haſt turg'd the ſcale; though in the ſacred balance 

My life, my glory, and my empire hung 


I will ſend poſt to-night=—— { Athens, 
Var. No, no, Aranthes: 

Prepare my chariots: for l' go in perſon. 

I ſwear, till now, till I began to fear 


Would thus have griev'd, becaule a prince ador'd Some other might enjoy my Athenais, 


Nor will it be believ'd in after-times, 
That there was ever ſuch a maid in being: 
Vet do I ſtill adviſe, preſerve thy virtue; 
And ſince he does diſdain thee for his bride, 
Scorn thou to be 

Atben. Hold, Sir, oh! hold, forbear; 
For my nice ſoul abhors the very ſound: 
Yet with the ſhame of that, and the deſire 
Of an immortal name, I am infpir'd! 
All kinder thoughts are fled for ever from me; 
All tenderneſs, as if I ne'er had lov'sd, | 
Has left my boſom colder than the grave. 

Leon. Oh, Athenais! on; 'tis bright before thee, 
Purſue the track, and thou ſhait be a ſtar. 

Athen. Oh, Leontine, I ſwear, my noble father, 
That 1 will ſtarve e'er once forego my virtue. 
And thus let's join to contradi& the world: 
That empire could not tempt a poor old man 
To ſell his prince the honour of his daughter: 
And ſhe too match'd the ſpirit of her father; 
Tho' humbiy born, and yet more humbly bred, 
She for her fame refus'd a royal bed; 
Who, though the lov'd, yet did put off the hour, 
Nor could her virtue be betray'd by pow'r. 
Parterns like theſe will guilty courts improve, 
And teach the fair to bluſh at conſcious love. 


ACT Ul. 

Enter Varanes and Aranthes. 

Par, OME to my arms, my faithful, dear 
Aranthes, ; 

Soft counſellor, companion of my youth; 
If I had longer been alone, moſt ſure, 
With the diſtraction that ſurrounds my heart, 
My hand would have rebell'd again his maſtery 
And done a murder here. 

Aran. The cauſe, my lord? 

Var. Early thou know'ſt haſt night I went to reſt; 
But Jong, my friend, ere lumber clos d my eyes, 
Long way the combat fought twixt love and glory; 
The fever of my paſſion burnt me up; | 


V7 pat; Ares ger end my rack was doubled; 


Cher; 1 ſwear 1 did not know how much I lov'd her. 


But let's away: I' to the emperor 3 
Thou to the haſty management of my buſineſs 2 , 
Let the wild hurry of thy maſter's love 
Make quick thy apprehenſion : Haſte, and leave me, 
[ Exeunt, 

SCENE, Pulcheria, Atticus, Leontine ; Vetaries 

leading Athenais in Proceſſicn, after ber Haptiſm, to 

be confirmed. 

Ather.. Oh, princeſs! Oh, moſt worthy of the world, 
That is ſubmitted by it's emperor | Kneelss 
To your moſt wiſe and providential ſway ! 

What Greek or Roman eloquence can paint 

The rapture and devotion of my foul! 

I am adopted yours z you are my goddeſs, 

That have new-form'd, new moulded my concep- 

Pulch. Riſe, Eudoſia, [ tions, - 
And let me fold my Chriſtian in my arms: | — 
With this dear pledge of an eternal love, 

1 ſeal thee, oh, Eudoſia! mine for ever. 
Accept, beſt chatge, the vows of my affection : 
For, by the ſacred friendſhip that 1 give thee, 

I think that Heav'n by miracle did ſend thee, 
To eaſe my cares, to help me in my counſels, 
To be my 6* :r, parther in my bed, 

And equally, through my whole courſe of life, 
To be the better part of thy Pulcheria, 

And ſhare my griefs and joys. 

Atben. No, Madam, no; you 
Excuſe the cares that this ſad wretch muſt bri 
Or, if I muft partake your royal ſecrets, 

Let it be far from cities, far from courts, 
Where I may fly all human converſation; 
Where I may never ſee, nor hear, nor name, 
Nor think, nor dream, oh, Heaven! if poſfibley 
Of mankind more. 

Pulch. Then thou haft lov'd, Eudoſia. 0 — 

Still nearer to my heart, ſo much the dearer : ¶ ſiſter 
Becauſe our fates are like; and, band in hand, 
Our fortunes lead vs thro the maze. of life, | 
I'm glad that thou haft lov'd ; nay, lov'd with dan- 
Since thou haſt ſcap'd the ruin. ter 
Atben. Yes, Madam, I confeſs that love has 
But never ſhall again. (cham dm 
| Palchy Ley dhe emę rer come. 
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Beauty like thine may drive that far away, 
That has ſo long entranc'd his foul———My lord 
Enter Theodoſius and Attendants. 

Theo. If yet, alas! I night but hope to ſee her; | 
But, oh! forgive me, Heav'n, this wilder tart, 
That thus would reach impoſſibility; | 
No, no, I never muſt behold her more ; 

As well my Atticus might raiſe the dead, | 
As Leontine ſhould charm that form in view. 

Pulch. My lord, | come to give your grief a cure, 
With purer flames to draw that cruel fire 
That. tortur d you fo long—Behold this virgin 
The daughter of your tutor Leontine. 

Theo, Ob, all you bleſt above, how can this be E1 
Aml awake? Or is this poſſible? ¶ Athen. kneel;. 

Pulch, She kneels, my lords. Will not you go 

and raiſe her? 

Theo. Nay, do thou raiſe her; for I'm rooted here: 
Vet if laborious love and raclancholy | 
Have not o'ercome me, and quite turn'd me mad, 
It muſt be ſhe, that naked dazziing ſweetneſs! 

The very figure of that morning ſtar, 

That, dropping pearls, and ſhedding dewy beams, © 
Fled from the greedy waves when 1 approach'd 
Anſwer me, Leontine; am I diſtraQted? 
Or is this true ? 

Leon. Tis true, my lord; this is my daughter, 
Whom I conceal'd in Perfia from all eyes 
But yours, when chance directed you that way. 

Theo, He ſays 'tis true: why then this heartleſs 
This laey ſpirit ? Why am I flow then? [ carriage; 
What hinders now, but that, in ſpite of rules, 

I burſt through all the bands of death that hold me, 
{ He kneels. 

And fly with ſuch a haſte to that appearance, 

As bury d ſaints ſhall make at the laſt ſummons? 

Atben. The emp'ror at my feet! Oh, Sir ! forgive 
Drown me not thus with everlaſting ſhame. Ime; 
Both beav'n and earth muſt bluſh at ſuch a view; 
Nor can | bear it longer 

_ Leon. My lord, the is unworthy——— 

" Theo, Ha! what ſay'ſt chou, Leontine? 
Unworthky, ſay'ſt thou ! Wert thou not her father, 
I fwear I would revenge But haſte, and tell me; 
For love like mine wil bear no ſecond chought; 
Can all the honours of the orient, 

Thus ſacrific'd with the moſt pure affection, 
Wich ſpotleſs thoughts, and languiſhing defires, 
Obtain, oh, Leontine ! (the crown at laſt) 

To thee I ſpeak, thy daughter to my bride ? 

Leen. My lord, the honour bears ſuch eſtimation, 
It calls the blood into my aged cheeks, 

And quite o0'erwhelms my daughter with confufion ; 

Who, with her body proftrate on the earth, 

Ought to adore you for the proffer'd glory. 

- Theo. Let me embrace and thank thee. Oh, kind 
* - Heav'n! 

Oh, Atticus ! Pulcheria! Oh, my father! 

Was ever change like mine Run through the ftreets; 

Run! and, loud as fame can ſpeak, 

With trumpet ſounds proclaim your emperor's joy. 

Atben. Alas, my lord, conſider my extraction, 
With all my other waats 

Theo. Peace, empreſs, peace 
No more the daughter of old Leontine ; 
A chriſtian now, and partner of the eaſt, [me; 

Athen. My father has diſpos'd me, you command 
What can I anſwer then, but my obedience ? 

' Theo. Attend her, dear Pulcheriaz and, oh, tell 
To- morrow, if ſhe pleaſe, I wil) be happy. (her, 
Oh, why ſo long ſhould 1 my joys delay? 

[Exeunt Pulc. and Athen. 
Time, 8. Us wings, let not thy minuigs en 
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But to a moment change the tedious day. 


Enter Varanes and Aranthes. 

Var. Oh, Theodoſius ! 

Theo, Ha! my brother here! 
Why doſt thou come to make my bliſs run o'er? 
On, my Varanes ! 
Thou chat of late didſt ſeem to walk on clouds, 
Now give a looſe, let go the ſlacken'd reins, 
Let us drive. down the precipice of joy, 
As if that all the winds of heav'n were for us. 

Kar, My lord, I'm glad to find the gale is turn'd; 
And give you joy of this auſpicious fortune. 
Plough on your way, With all your ſtreamers out; 
With all your glorious flags and garlands ride 
Triumphant on——and leave me to the waves, 
The ſands, the winds, the rocks, the ſure deſtruction, 
And ready gulphs that gape to ſwallow me. 

T beo. It was thy hand that drew me from the grave, 
Who had been dead by this time to ambition, 
To crowns, to titles, and my lighted greatneſs, 
But till, as if each work of thine deſerv'd 
ſhe ſmile of Heav'n=——Thy Theodoſius met 
With ſomething dearer than his diadem, 
With all that's worth a wiſh, that's worth a life; 
I met with that which made me leave the world, 

Var. And I, Oh, turn of chance! Oh, curſed for. 

tune! 

Have loſt at once all that could make me happy. 
And, oh! methinks my ſoul is ſtrangely mov d, 
Takes it the more unkindiy of her ſtars, 
That thou and I cannot be bleſt er 
For I muſt leave thee, friend | this night muſt leave 
To go in doubtful ſearch of what, per aps, (thee, 
I ne'er ſhall find; if ſo my cruel fate 
Has order'd it: why then farewel for ever; 
For I ſhall never, never ſee thee more. 

Theo, How ſenfible my tender ſoul is grown 
Of what you utter' Oh, my gallant friend! 
Oh, brother! oh, Varanes! do not judge 
By what 1 ſpeak, for ſighs will interrupt me: 
Judge by my tears, judge by theſe ſtrict embraces, 
And by my laſt reſolve « though I have met 
With what in filence I fo long ador'd ; 
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| Though in the rapture of proteſting j joys, 


| had ſet down to-morrow for my nuptials ; 
Yet, my Varanes, I will rob my ſoul 
Of ail her health, of my imperial bride, 
And wander with thee in the ſearch of that 
On which thy life 1 
Var. If this I ſuffer, 
Conclude me then begotten of a Rind, 
And bred in wilds: no, Theodofhus, no ; 
[ charge thee by our triendſhip, and conjure thee, 
By all the gods, to mention this no more. 
Perhaps, dear friend, I ſhall be ſooner here 
Than you expect, or I myſelf imagine; 
What moſt I grieve is, that I cannot wait 
To ſee your nuptials: yet my ſoul is with you, 
And all my adoratiohs to your bride, 
Theo, What, my Varanes! will you be ſo cruel 
As not to ſes my brjde before you go? 
Or are you angry at your rival's charms, 
Who has already raviſh'd half my heart, 


That once was all your own ? 


Var. Mou know 1 am diſorder'd ! 

My melancholy will not ſuic her bleſt condition. 
[ Exit Theod, 

And the gods know, fince thou, my Athenais, 
Art fled from theſe lick” eyes, all other women 
To my pall'd ſoul ſeem like the ghoſt of beauty, 
And haunt my mem'ry with the loſs of thee, 
Enter Athenais, Theodofius Jedi 


| Theo: Behold, my lord, th? vrcabon af wy Joh ; 
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Far. Oh, ye immortal gods! Aranthes! Oh! ( 
Look there, and wonder: Ha! is't poſſible? 

Atben, My lord, the emp'ror ſays you are his friend; 

He charges me to uſe my intereſt, 

And beg of you to ſtay, at leaſt ſo long 

As our eſpouſals will be ſolemnizing; 

I told him I was honour'd once to know you 

But that ſo lightly, as I could not warrant 

The grant of any thing that I ſhould aſk you. 

Var. Oh, heaven and earth! Oh, Athenais! why, 
Why doſt thou uſe me thus? Had I the world, 
Thou know'R it ſhould be thine 

Atben. I know not that 
But yet, to make ſure work, one half of it 
Is mine already, Sir, without your giving. 

My lord, the prince is obſtinate, his glory 

Scorns to be mov'd by the weak breath of woman: 
He is all hero, bent for higher views, 

Therefore tis noble, Sir, to let him go: 

If not for him, my lord, yet for myſelf, 

I muſt intreat the favour to retire. | Exit Athen. &c. 

Var. Death and deſpair! Confubon! Hell and fu» 

ries! 

Theo. What ſhould this mean? I fear the conſe- 

quence, 
For 'tis too plain they know each other well. 

Var. Undone, Aranthes ! loſt, undone for ever! 
I ſee my doom, I read it with broad eyes, 

As plain as if 1 ſaw the book of fate; 

Yet I will muſter all my ſpirits up, 

Digeſt my grieſs, ſwallow the rifing paſſions; 

Yes, I will ſtand the ſhock of all the gods 

Well as I can, and ſtruggle for my life. [leave 

Theo. You muſe, my lord; and if you'll give me 
To judge your thoughts, they ſeem employ d at pre- 
About my bride , x {ſent 

Var. His bride! Oh, gods, give me a moment's 
I muſt confeſs, the fight of Athenais, [ patience, 
Where I ſo little did expect to ſee her, 

So grac'd, and fo adorn'd, did raiſe my wonder: 
But what exceeds all admiration, is, 
That you ſhould talk of making her your bride 
"Tis ſuch a blind effect of monſtrous fortune, 
That though I well remember you affirm'd it, 
] cannot yet believe — 
Theo, Then now believe me: 
By all the pow'rs divine | will eſpouſe her. 
Var, Ha! I ſhail leap the bounds, Come, come, 
my lord, 
By all theſe pow'rs you nam'd, I ſay you muſt not. 

Theo. 1 ſay, Iwill; and who ſhall bar my pleaſure? 
Yet more, I ſpeak the judgment of my ſoul, 

Weigh but with fortune merit in the balance, 
And Athenais loſes by the marriage. 

Var. Rel entleſs fates | malicious cruel powers 
Oh, for whit crime do you thus rack your creature? 
Sir, I muft tell you, this unkingly meanneſs 
_ Suits the profeſſion of an anchorite well;z* 

But in an oriental emperor : 
It gives offence z nor can you, without ſcandal, 
Without the notion of a grov'ling ſpirit, 
_ the daughter of old Leontine, 
ole utmoſt glory is t'have been my tutor. 

Theo. He has ſo well acquitted that employment, 
Breeding you up to ſuch a gallant height 
Of full perfection, and imperial greatneſs, 
That e'en for this reſpect, if for no other, 
I will etteem him worthy while I live. 

Var. My lord, you'll pardon me a little freedom; 
For I muſt boldly urge in ſuch a cauſe, 

Who ever flatters you, though ne'er ſo near 
Related to your blood, ſhould be ſuſpected. 
Tbes. If friendſhip would adauiz a cold ſuſpici on, 
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After what I have heard and ſeen to-day, 

Of all mankind I ſhou'id ſuſpe& Varanes, | 

Var. He has ſtung me to the heart; my groans 
will choak me, 


Unleſs my firuggling paſſion gets a vent. 


Out with it then I can no mote diſſemble 
Yes, yes my lord : fince you reduce me to 

The laſt neceſſity, | muſt confeſs it; 

I muſt avow my flame for Athenais; 

I am all fire, my paſſion eats me up, 

It grows incorp'rate with my fleſh and blood: 

My pangs redouble z now they cleave my heart! 
Oh, Athenais! Oh, Eudoſfia !\—— Oh 
Theo. Alas, Varanes! which of us two the heav'ns 
Have mark'd for death, is yet above the ſtars ; 

But, while we live, let us pjeſerve our friendſhip 
Sacred and juſt, as we have ever done. 

This only mean in two ſuch hard extremes 
Remains for both: to-morrow you ſhall ſee her, 
Wich all advantage, in her own apartment 

Take your own time, ſay all you can to gain her 


if you can win her, lead her into Perſia; 


If not, conſent that I eſpouſe her here. 

Var. Still worſe and worſe | Oh, Theodoſius! Oh, 
I cannot ſpeak for ſighs: my death is ſeal d 

By his lat ſweetneſs : had you been leſs good, 

I might have hop'd. But now my doom's at hand. 
Go then, and take her, take her to the temple z 
The gods too give youjoy ! Oh, Athenais! 


| | Why does thy image mock my fooliſh ſorrow ? 


Oh, Theodofius, do not ſee my tears: 

Away, and leave me; leave me to the grave, 
Theo. Fare wel ; let's leave the iſſue tothe heav'nsz 

[ will prepare your Way with all that honour 

Can urge in your behalf, tho' to my ruin. [Ex. Th. 

Var. Oh, I could tear my limbs, and eat my fleſh?! 

Fool that I was, fond, proud, vain-glorious fool ! 

Damn'sd be all covrts, and trebly damn'd ambition! 

Blaſted be thy remembrance! Curſes on thee! 

And plagues on plagues fall on thoſe fools that ſeele 
Aran, Have comfort, Sir [thee ! 
Var. Away, and leave me, vi:lain ! 


Traitor, who wrought me firſt to my deſtruftion lo 

That I had never heard the name of Cyrus. 

Where 1 extremes might not be forc'd to chuſe, 

With all her ſmiling offspring at the gate, 

And not in curſed courſe for glory die. [Exeunt. 

Enter Marcian, ard Lucius at a Diftance. 

[gives 

Why, what a thing is a diſcarded favourite! 

And all the gaudy worſhippers forſake him. 

But, like a ſlave, my ſpirit, broke with ſuf ring,. 


Yet ſtay, and help, help me tocurſe my pride; 
Oh, that I had been born ſome happy ſwain, 

And, bleſt with ſome mean wife, no crown couldloſe; 
Blefling my labours, might my coming wait: 
Marc, 1 * gen' ral of the oriental armies 
When once the favour of his prince is turn'd, 

Oh, Lucius! Lucius! if thou leav'ſt me too, 
Should on theſe coward knees fall down, and beg 


Help me to wiſh that I had ne'er been royal, 

And never known a life ſo great, ſo vain! 

Where the dear partner of my lictle ſtate, { 

Where in our humble beds all ſafe might he, 
&:+C:- Po IV, 

cls Was a commiſſion large as fate could 

Shunn'd as a ghoſt, the clouded man appears, 

I think, I think, I could not bear it; 

Ones to by great ag TE 


, 


— 


Soft, young religious, godlike qualities, 


And wade thro' ſeas of blood, and walk o'er moun- 


Then, if you pleaſe, take off this traitor's head; 
End my commiſſion and my life together, | 


12 Iren 
Luc. Forbid it, Heav'n! | 

That e er the noble Marcian condeſcend 

To'aſk of any, but th' immortal gods! 

Nay, I vow, if yet your ſpirit dare, 

Spite of the court, you ſhall be great as Cæſar.— 
Marc. No, Lucius, no; the gods repel that hu- 

Yet ſince we are alone, and muſt e' er long | mour. 

Leave this bad court, let us like veterans 

Speak out—Thou ſay'ſt, alas } as great as Cæſar. 

But where's his greatneſs ? Where is his ambition? 

If any ſparks of virtue yet remain 

In this poor figure of the Roman glory; 

I ſay, if any be, how dim they ſhine, 

Compar'd with what his great forefathers were ! 

How ſhould he lighten, then, orawe the world, 

Whoſe ſoul in courts is but a lambent fire, 

And ſcarce, oh Rome! a glow-worm in the field ! 


For one that ſhould recover the loſt empire, [tains | 
Of ſlaughter'd bodies to immortal honour. 

Luc. Poor heart! he pin'd a while ago for love 

Marc. And for his miſtreſs vow'd to leave the 
| world ; a | 
But ſome new chance, it ſeems, has chang'd his mind. 
A marriage! but to whom, or whence ſhe came, 
None knows; but yet a marriage is proclaim'd ; 
Pageants prepar d; the arches are adorn'd | 
The theatre is open d too, where he 
And the hot Perſian mean toad their follies, 
Gods! Gods! ls this the image of our Cæſars? 

Is this the model of our Romulus? 
Oh, why fo poorly have you ſtamp'd Rome's glory ! 

Luc. Thus much I know, to the eternal ſhame 
Of the imperial blood; this upſtart empreſs, 

This fine new queen, is ſprung from abj*& parents; 
Nay, baſely born! But that's all one to him: 
He likes and loves, and therefore marries her. 

Marc. Shall I not fpeak? Shall I not tell him of it? 
I feel this big-ſwoln throbbing Roman fpiric 
Will burſt, unleſs I utter what I ought. 

Enter Pulcheria with a paper in ber band, and Julia. 

Marc. Pulcheria here ! why ſhe's the ſcourge of 
I tremble, too, whenever ſhe approaches. [ Marcian; 
What, Lucius, can this mean ? 

Pulch. Come hither, Marcian, read this paper 
And mark the ſtrange neglect of Theodoſius. | o'er, 
He figns whate'er 1 bring; perhaps you've heard 
To-morrow he intends to wed a maid of Athens, 
New- made a chriftian, and new-nam'd Eudoſia, 
Whom he more dearly prizes than his empire: 

Yet in this paper he hath ſet his hand, 
And ſeal'd it too with the imperial fignet, 
That ſhe ſhall loſe her head to-morrow morning. 

Marc. Tis not for me to judge; yet this ſeems 

ſtrange. 

Pulcb. I know he rather would commit a murder 
On his own perſon, than permit a vein 
Of her to bleed; yet, Marcian, what might follow, 
If I were envious of this virgin's honour, 

By his raſh paſſing whatſoe'er I offer, 
Without'a view? Ha ! but I had forgot: 
ulia, let's haſte from this infectious perſon —— 
had forgot that Marcian was a traitor : 
Oh, Marcian, Marcian! I could weep to think 
Virtue ſhould loſe itſelf as thine has done. 
Repent, raſh man, if yet 'tis not too late, 
And mend thy errors ; ſo farewel for ever, 
[ Exeunt Pulch. a FG 
Mare. Farewel for ever: No, Madam, ere 1 go, 
I am reſolv'd to ſpeak, and you ſhall hear me; 


ll. 
Luc, Perhaps you'll doubt of what I'm going to 
But by your life, my lord, I think tis true: | (ay; 
Pulcheria loves this traitor! 
Methought ſhe ſhot her ſoul at ev'ry glance, 
Marc. Alas! thou doſt not know her, nor do I: 
Nor can the wit of all mankind conceive her, 
But let's away, This paper is of uſe. 
Luc. I guels your purpoſe: | 
He is a boy, and as a boy you'll uſe him: 
There is no other way. 
Marc. Yes, if he be not 
Quite dead with fleep, for ever loſt to bonour, 
Marcian with this ſhall rouſe him. Oh, my Lucius! 
Methinks the ghoſts of the great Theodoſius, 
And thund'ring Conſtantine, appear before me ; 
They charge me as a ſoldier to chaſtiſe him, 
To lath him with keen wores from lazy love, 
And ſhew him how they trod the paths of honour, 
Exit. 
EN E, Theodofius lying on a Couch, wish _ B:y1 
| dreſt like Cupids ſinging to bim as be ſleeps. 
Enter Athenais, meeting Theodofus, 
They. Alas, Eudofia! tell me what to ſay; 
For my full heart can ſcarce bring forth a word 
Of that which I have ſworn to ſee perform'd. 
Athen, Vm perfectly obedient to your pleaſqge. 
Theo. Well then, I come to ell thee, that V 5 
Of all mankind, is neareſt to my heart. 
I love him, dear Eudoſia; and to prove 
That love on trial, all my blood's too little; 
E'en thee, if I were (ure to die this moment, 
(As Heav'n alone can tell how far my fate 
Is off) ob, thou, my ſoul's moſt tender joy, 
With my laſt breath I would bequeath him thee, 
Athen, Then you are pleas'd, my lord, to yield 
me to him. | 
Theo. No, my Eudoſia, no, IT will not yield thee 
While I have life; for worlds I will not yield thee 1 
Yet, thus far I'm engag'd to let thee know, 
He loves thee, Athenais, more than ever ; 
He languiſhes, deſpairs, and dies like me; 
And I have paſs'd my word that he ſhall ſee thee. 
Athen. Ah, Sir! what have you done again your- 
And me [ſelf ? 
For, oh ! with trembling agonies I ſpeak it. 
I_ cannot ſee a prince whom once I lov'd, 
Bath'd in his grief, and gaſping at my feet, 
Without a ſorrow that, perhaps, may end me. 
Theo. Oh, ye ſeverer powers! too cruel fate 
Did ever love tread ſuch a maze before ? 
Yet, Athenais, till I truſt thy virtue: 
But if thy bleeding heart cannot refrain, 
Give, give thyſelf away; vet ſtill remember, 
That moment Theodoſius is no more 
f Exit Theodofius. 
Athen. Now, glory, now, if ever thou didſt work 
In woman's mind, aſſiſt me 
Ester Varanes, leaning on Aranthes. 
Ha! is this he? Or is't Varanes' ghoſt ? 
He looks as if he had beſpoke his grave, 
Trembling and pale: I muſt not dare to view him: 
For, oh, 1 feet his melancholy here, 
And fear I ſhall too ſoon partake his fickneſs. 
Var. Thus to the angry gods, oftznding mortals, 
Made ſenſible, by ſome ſevere affliction, 
How al! their crimes are regiſter'd in heav'n, 
Thus the poor penitents with fear approach 
The rev'rend ſhrines, and thusfor mercy bow; ¶ Kneelt: 
Thus melting, too, they waſh the hallow'd earth, 
And groan to be forgiven 
Oh, empreſs! Oh, Eudofia! ſuch you're now: 
Theſe are your titles, and I muſt not dare 


Ever to call you Athenais mort» 
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zen. Riſe, riſe, my lord, let me intreat you, 
I 22 hear you in that humble poſture 3 [riſe; 
Riſe, or I muſt withdraw— The world will bluſh 
For you and me, ſhould it behold a prince, 
Sprung from immortal Cyrus, on his knees 
Before the daughter of a poor philoſopher. _ 

Var. Tis juſt, ye righteous gods, my doom is juſt; 

Nor will 1 ftrive to deprecate her anger. 

offible, I'll aggravate my crimes, 
x ſhe may yr ſhe has broke my heart; 
For all I now deſire 


| Is to fall dead without a wound before her. 


Atben. Oh, ye known ſounds ! but I muſt ſteel 

my ſoul. [ Afde. 

Var. Not worth a word, a look, or one regard} 
Give me a patient hearing ; for however 
I talk of death, and ſeem to loath my life, 

1 would delib'rate with my fate a while, 
With ſnatching glances eye thee to the laſt 
Pauſe o'er a loſs like that of Athenais, 
And parley with my ruin, 
Athen. Speak, my lord; 
To hear you is the emperor's command, 
And, for that cauſe, I readily obey. 

Var. The emperor, the emperor's command! 
And for that cauſe ſhe readily obeys ! 

I thank you, Madam, that, on any terms, 

You condeſcend to hear me 
Know, then, Eudoſia; ah, rather let me call thee 
By the lov'd name of Athenais ſtill! 

I ſwear I love thee more, far more than ever. 

With conſcious bluſhes too, here, help me, gods ; 
Help me to tell her, tho" to my confuſion, 

And everlaſting ſhame z yet ] muſt tell her, 

J lay the Perſian crown before her feet. 

Atben. My lord, I thank you; and t* expreſs thoſe 
As nobly as you offer 'em, I return — 
The gift you make; nor will I now upbraid you 
With the example of the emperor; 

Not but I know 'tis that that draws you on, 

Thus to deſcend beneath your majeſty, | 
And ſwell the daughter of a poor philoſopher 
With hopes of being great, [gods, 

Var. Ah, Madam! Ah, you wrong me! by the 
I had repented, ere I knew the emp'ror— 

Athen. Y ou find, perhaps, too late, that Athenais, 
However lighted for her birth and fortune, 

Has ſomething in her perſon and her virtue, 
Worth the regard of emperors themſelves, 
And, to return the compliment you gave 
My father, Leontine, that poor philoſopher, 
Whoſe utmoſt glory is t' have been your tutor, 
] here proteſt, by virtue and by glory, 
I ſwear, by Heav'n, and all the pow'rs divine, 
7h' abandon'd daughter of that poor old man 
Shall ge'er be ſeated on the throne of Cyrus. 
Fa: death to all my hop*: ! What haſt thou 
worn, 
To turn me wild? Ah, curſed throne of Cyrus! 
Would thou hadſt been o'erturn'd, and laid in duſt; 
His crown too thunderſtruck; my father; all 
The Perſian race, like poor Darius, ruin'd, 
Blotted, and ſwept for ever from the world, 
When firſt ambition blaſted thy remembrance—— 

Athen. Oh, Heav'n ! I had forgot the baſe affr 
Offer'd by this proud man; a wrong ſo great, 

It is remov'd beyond all hope of mercy; 

He had deſign'd to bribe my father's virtue, 

And by unlawful means 

Fly from my fight, leſt I become a fury, 

And break thoſe rules of temp'rance I propos d: 
Fly, fly, Varanes ! fly this ſacred place, 
Where virtue and religion are profels'd; 
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Fly to imperial libertines abroad 
In foreign courts thou'lt find a thoufand beauties | 
That will comply for gold: for gold they'll weep, _ 
For gold be fond as Athenais was, , 
And charm thee ſtill, as if they lov'd indeed. 
Away, Varanes! 

Var. Yes, Madam, Iam going 
Nay, by the gods, I do not aſk thee pardon, 
Nor, while I live, will I implore thy mercy ; 
But, when I'm dead, if, as thou doſt return 
With happy Theodoſius from the temple; 
If, as thou go'ſt in triumph through the ſtreets, 
Thou chance to meet the cold Varanes there, 
Borne by his friends to his eternal home, 
Stop then, oh, Athenais! and behold me; 
Say, as thou hang'ft about the emp'ror's neck, 
Alas, my lord! this fight is worth our pity. 
If to thoſe pitying words thou add a tear, 
Or give one parting groan—if poſſible, 
If the good gods will grant my ſoul the freedom, 
rl W ſhroud, and wake from death to thank 

thee. 

Atben. He ſhakes my reſolution from the bottom; 
My bleeding heart too ſpeaks in his behalf, 
And ſays, my virtue has been too ſevere. 

Var. Farewel, oh, empreſs! no Athenais now: 
[ will not call thee by that tender name, 
Since cold deſpair begins to freeze my boſom, 
And all my pow'rs are now reſoly'd on death. 
Since tis ſo doom'd by fate, you muſt be wedded z. 
For your own peace, when 1 am laid in earth, 
Forget that e er Varanes had a being; , 
Turn all your ſoul to Theodoſius boſom. \ 
Continue, gods, their days, and make them long; 
Lucina, wait upon their fruitful Hymen, | 
And many children, beautedus as the mother, 
And pious as the father, make em ſmile. 

Athen. Oh, Heav'ns! 

Var. Farewel-—I'll trouble you no more; 
The malady that's lodg'd within grows ſtronger; ' 


I feel the ſhock of my approaching fate; 


My heart too trembles at his diſtant march z | 
Nor can Iutter more, if you ſhould aſk me. 
Tay arm, Aran h, farewel for ever. 

Athen, Varanes, ſtay; and ere you go for ever 
Let me unfold my heart. 

Fur. Oh, Athenais! * 
What further cruelty haſt thou in ſtore N 
To add to what I ſuffer? _ | 

Athen. Since tis doom'd . 
That we muſt part, let's part as lovers ſhould; 
As thoſe that hayg, lov'd long, and loved well. 

Var. Art thou ſo good! Oh, Athenais, oh! 

Atben. Firſt, from my foul, I pity and forgive youz 
I pardon you that haſty little error, | p 
Which yet has been the cauſe of both our ruins. ' 
And let this ſorrow witneſs for my heart, | 
How eagerly I wiſh it had not been; 

And fince I cannot keep it, take it all; 

Take all the love, oh, prince | Iever bore you: 
Farewel, moſt lovely, and moſt lov'd of men- 
Why comes this dying paleneſs o'er thy face? 
Why wander thus thy eyes? Why doſt thou bend, 
As if the fatal weight of death were on thee? 

Var. Speak yet a little more; for, by thegods, ' 
INN as 1 prize thoſe bleſſed, happy moments, 
I ſwear, ob, Athenais! all is well. 

Oh, never better ! 

Athen. I doubt thee, dear Varanesz | 
Vet, if thou dy'ſt, I ſhall not long be from thee. 
Once more, farewel, and take theſe laſt embraces. 


= 


| Oh, I could cruſh him to my heart ! Farewel 1 
MES a dying pledge of my laſt love, 
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Thus, at the murd'rer's hour? Tis wond'rous 
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Take this, which all thy pray'rs could never charm. 
What have I done ? Oh, lead me, lead me, Delia 


Ab, prince, farewel! angels protect and guard thee! 


Far. Turn back, oh, Athenais ! and behold me; 
Hear my laſt words, and then farewel for ever. 
"Thou haſt undone me more by this confeſſion. 
Wou ſay, you ſwear you love me more than ever; 
Vet I muſt ſee you marry'd to another: | 
Can there be any plague, or hell like this! 
Oh, Athenais? whither ſhall I turn me? , 
You'ye brought me back to life; but, oh! what life? 
To a life more terrible than thouſand deatlis. 

Like one that had been buried in a trance, 
With racking ſtarts be wakes, and gazes round, 
Forc'd by deſpair, his whirling limbs to wound ; 
Still urg'd by fate to turn, to roſs, and rave, 
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Thus, like a victim, crown'd, and doom'd to bleed 
| I'll wait you to the altar, wed the emp'ror, 

Leon. Thou art my child again. 

Athen, But do not, Sir, imagine, any charms 
Or threat*nings ſhall compel me 
Never to think of poor Varanes more: 
No, my Varanes, no 
While I have breath I will remember thee; 
To thee alone I will my thoughts confine, 
And all my meditations ſhall be thine; 
| Yes, my Varanes, till my death comes on, 
Shall ſad Eudoſia thy dear loſs bemoan. 

Enter Varanes, 

Par. Tis night, dead night; and weary nature licy 
So faſt, as if ſhe never were to riſe; 
No breath of wind now whiſpers thro” the trees; 


[ Exeunt, 


Tormented, daſh'd, and broken in the grave, [Ex.] No noiſe at land, nor mumur in the ſeas: 


. 


Such univerſal filence ſpreads below, 

Thro' the vaſt ſhades where I am doom'd to go: 
Nor ſhall [ need a violence to wound; 

The ftorm is here, that drives me on the ground; 


N MR ke the ſoul and bod | 
Athenais dreſs in imperial Raben, and eroon'd: A A borging to make the ſoul and body part, 


Table. with a Bowl of Poiſon, Delia attending. 
+ temple, 
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But ſo, thou ſay*ft, my father has commanded; 
And that's a mighty reaſon. 


Delia. The emp'ror, in edmpaſſion to the prince, 


Who would, perhaps, fly to extravagance, 
If he in public ſhould reſolve to eſpouſe you, 


Contriv'd, by this cloſe marriage, to deceive him. 
[Exit Delia. 


Althen, Tis well; retire. 
So, now I am alone; yet my ſoul ſhakes ; 
For where this dreadful draught may carry me, 
The Heav'ns can only tell: yet Pm reſoly'd 
To drink it off, in ſpite of conſequence. 
Whiſper him, oh, ſome ange!! what I'm doing; 
By ſympathy of ſoul Jet him too tremble, : 
To hear my wond'rous faith, my wond'rous love. 
Oh, my Varanes! tho” my birth's unequal, 
My-virtue, ſure, has richly — 
And quite out-gone example! 

Enter Pulcheria. 


Pulch. How fares my dear Eudoſia? Ha! thou 
Or elſe the tapers cheat my fight, like one ¶ look ſt, 


That's fitter for thy tomb, than Cæſar's bed: 
A fatal ſorrow dims thy ſhaded eyes, 

And, in deſpite of all thy ornaments, 
Thou ſeemꝰ ſt to me the ghoſt of Athenais. 


Athen. And what's the puniſhment, my dear 


Pulcheria, $41 

What torments are allotfed thoſe ſad ſpirits, 
Who, greaning with the burden of deſpair, 
No longer will endure the cares of life, 

But boldly ſet themſelves at liberty. 


Pulch. No more o'that; Atticus ſhall reſolve thee. 


But ſee, he waits thee from the emperor ; 
Thy father too attends. 


Este Leontine, Atticus, &c. 


% 


Leon. Come, Athenais—- Hal what now, in tears? 
Oh, fall of honour! But, no more: I charge thee, 


1 charge thee, as thou ever hop'ſt my bleſſing, 
Or fear'ft my curſe, to baniſh from thy ſoul 

All thoughts, if poſhble, the memory 

Of that ungrateful prince that has undone thee. 
Attend me to the temple on this inſtant, 


To make the emp'ror thine, this night to wed him 
p \ 


„Aten. Ves, Sir, I'll 80o—— 
Let me but dry my eyes, and 1 will go; 


Eudofia, this unhappy bride, ſhall go; 


Midnight marriage! Muſt 1 to the 


A burning fever, and a broken heart. 
— What, hoa, Aranthes! | 
Enter Aranthes, 
I ſent thee to th* apartment of Athena 
Did I not? | 
Aran. You did, my lord; but, oh, 
I fear to give you an account! 
Var. Alas, | 
Aranthes ! I am got on t' other fide 
Of this bad world, and now am paſt all fear, 
Oh, ye avenging gods! is there a plague 
Among your hoarded bolts, and heaps of vengeance, 
Beyand the mighty loſs of Athenais ? 
"Tis contradiction— Speak then, ſpeak, Aranthes; 
For all misfortune, it compar'd with that, 
Will make Varanes ſmile 
Aran. My lord, the empreſs, 
Crown'd, and adorn'd with the imperial robes, 
At this dead time of night, with flent pomp, 
As they deſign'd from all to keep it ſecret, 
But chiefly, ſure, from you? I ſay, the empreſy 
Is now conducted by the general, 
Atticus, and her father, to the temple, 0 
Thete to eſpouſe the emp'ror Theodoſius. 
Var. Say'ſt thou? Is't certain? Ha! 
Aran. Moſt certain, Sir ! I ſaw them in proceſſion, 
Var, Give me thy ſword. Malicious fate! Oh, 
fortune 
Oh, giddy chance! Oh, turn of love and greatneſs! 
Marry'd—She has kept her promiſe now indeed; 
And, oh! her pointed fame, and nice revenge, 
Have reach'd their end, No, my Aranthes, no; 
I will not ſtay the lazy execution 
Of a ſlow fever. Give me thy hand, and ſwear 
By all the love and duty that thou ow'ſt me, 
T' obſerye the laſt commands that i ſhall give thee; 
Stir not againſt mypurpoſe, az thou fear'ſt 
My anger and diſdain; nor dare t' oppoſe me 
With troubleſome, unneceſſary, formal reaſons; 
For what my thought has doom'd, my hand ſhall ſeal, 
I charge thee, hold it tedfaſt to my heart, 
Fix'd as the fate that throws me on the point. 
Tho'lI have liv'd a Perfian, I will fall 
As fair, as fearleſs, and as full reſoly'd, 
As any Greek or Roman of them all. 


And to atone for this too cruel duty, 
My lord, I'll follow you 
Var. I charge thee not: 


But, when I'm dead, take the attending ſlaves, 


| And bear me, with my blood diſtilligg daws, 


Aran. What you command is tertible, but ſacred; 
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ce, 


es; 


Straight to the temple: lay me, oh, Aranthes ! 
Lay my cold corſe at Athenais* feet; 
And ſay, oh, why! why do my eyes run o'er! 
Say, with my lateſt gaſp I groan'd for pardon, 

aſt here, my friend, hold faſt, and fix the ſword; 
] feel the art'ry where the life - blood lies; 
It heaves againſt the point Now, oh, ye gods! 
If for the greatly wretched you have room, 
Prepare my place; for dauntleſs, lo, I come. 
The force of love thus makes the mortal wound, 
And Athenais ſends me to the ground. 
[ Kills himſelf. 


SCENE, the Temple. 


Theodoſius, Athenais, and. Atticus, joining their 
Hardi—— Marcian, Pulcheria, Lucius, Julia, 
Delia, c. Leontine. 

Attic, The more than gordian knot is ty'd, 

Which death's ſtrong arm ſhall ne'er divide; 
For when to bliſs ye waſtel are, 
Your ſpirits ſhall be wedded there. 
Waters are loſt, and fires will die; 
But love alone can fate defy. 
Enter Aranthes, with the Body of Varanes. 

Aran. Where is the empreſs ? ere ſhall I find 
Eudoſia? 

By fate I'm ſent to tell that cruel beauty, 

She has robb'd the world of fame; her eyes have giv'n 

A blaſt to the big bloſſom of the war: 

Behold him there, nipp'd in his flow'ry morn, 

Compell'd to break his promiſe of a day, 

A day that conqueſt would kave made her boaſt; 

Behold her laurel wither'd to the root, 

Canker'd and kill'd by Athenais“ ſcorn. 

Athen. Dead, dead, Varanes! 
Theo. Alas, alas, Varanes! But ſpeak, Aranthes, 

The manner of his fate. 

Aran. His fever would, no doubt, by this, have 
done, 

What, ſome few minutes paſt, his ſword perform'd. 

He heard from me your progreſs to the temple, 

How you deſign'd, at midnight, to deceive him 

By a clandeſtine marriage; but, my lord, 

Had you beheld his racks at my relation; 

Or had your empreſs ſeen him in thoſe torments, 

When from his dying eyes, ſwol'n to the brim, 

The big round drops roll'd down his manly face 

When, from his hollow'd breaſt, a murm'riag crowd 

Of groane ruſh'd forth, and echo'd, All is well; 

Then, had you ſeen him, oh, ye cruel gods! 

Ruſh on the ſword I held againſt his breaſt, 

And dye it to the hilts, with theſe laſt words 

Bear me to Athena 
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Athen. Give me way, my lord; 
I have moſt ſtrictly kept my promiſe with you; 
I am your bride, and you can aſk no more; 
Or, if you did, I'm paſt the pow'r to give. 
But here, oh, here! on his cold, bloody breaſt, 
Thus let me breathe my laſt. 
| Theo. Oh, empreſs! what, what can this tranſ- 
port mean? 5 
Are theſe our nuptials; theſe my promis'd joys? 
Atben. Forgive me, Sir, this laſt reſpect I pay 
Theſs ſad remains And, oh, thou mighty ſpirit ! 
If yet thou art not mingled with the ſtars, 
Look down, and hear the wretched Athenais, 
When thou ſhalt know, before I gave conſent 
To this indecent marriage, I had taken 
Into my veins a cold and deadly draught. 
Wilt thou not forgive me ? 
Theo. Poiſon'd, to free thee from the emperor! 
Oh, Athenais, thou hait done a deed 
That tears my heart! 
Atben. Oh, pardon me! 
lay my dying body at your feet, 
And beg, my lord, with my laſt ſighs intreat youg 
T' impute the fault, if tis a fault, to love; 
And the ingratitude of Athenais 
To her too cruel ſtars : remember, too, 
i begg'd you would not let me ſee the prince, 
Preſaging what has happen'd; yet my word, 
As to our nuptials, was inviolable. 
Theo. Ha! ſhe is going|—the ſleep of death iy 
on her, 
Athen. Alas, alas, Varanes! 
T' embrace thee now is not immodeſty z 
Or, if it were, | think my bleeding heart 
Would make me criminal in death to claſp thees 
Oh, prince belov'd ! oh, ſpirit moſt divine! 
Thus by my death I give thee all my love, 
And ſeal my ſoul and body ever thin [Dis. 
Theo. Oh, Marcian! oh, Pulcheria! did not the 
Pow'r 
Whom, we adore plant all his thunder-bolts 
Agdnſt ſelf-murd'rers, 1 would periſh too : 
But, as I am, I ſwear to leave the empire. 
To thee, my ſiſter, I bequeath the world; 
And yet, à gift more great, the gallant Marcian, 
On, then, my friend, now ſhew thy Roman ſpirith 
As to her ſex fair Athenais was, | 
Be thou to thine à pattern of true honour. 
Thus we'll-atone for all the preſent crimes, 
That yet it may be ſaid, in after times, 
No age wich ſuch examples could compate, 
So great, ſo good, ſ@ virtuous, and ſo fair. 


[Exeunt omnes; 
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